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l. 
Voure people all I pray draw near, 
And liſten to my ditty here, 

W hich fubject ſhews that drunkenneſs 
Brings many mertals to diſtreſs. 

As for example now, I can 
Tell you of one, a gentieman, 
Who had a very good eſtate, 

His earthly travels they were great. 
We underſtand he had a ſon, 
Who a lewd wieked race. did run, 

He daily ſpent his father's? 
When moneylefs he came for hore. 
The father often-times with tears 
Would found this alarm in his ears, 
Son, thou doſt all thy comforts blaſt, 
And thou wilt cothe to want at laſt, 
The ſon thefe words did little mind, 
To cards and dice he was inclin'd, 
Feeding his drunken appetite, 
In taverns which was his delight. 
The ſathex ere it was to late, 
He had a project in his pate, 
Before his aged days were gone 
To make proviſton for his ſon. 
Near to his. houſe we underſtand 
He had a waſte plat of land. 
Which did-but little profit yield 
On .which ke had a cottage built. 
The Wiſfe- Man's- Proxt was it's name, 
There was few windows in the ſame. 
Only one door, ſubſtantil thing, 
Shut by a lock, went by a fpring. 
Soon affer he had play'd this trick, 
It was his We for to fall ſick, 
As on his bed he did lament, 
| Then for his drunken for he ſent. 


. ay Who fent for, came to his bed- ſide, 


Seeing his ſom he then reply d, 


1 ſent, for you to make my will, 
Which do you * fulfb, 


ine DUN ARD. 8 Les Sey. 


Fan PARTS. 


To 1uch one cottage is ene door, 
Ne'er open it do thou be ſure, 
Until thau art io poor that all 
Do then deſpiſe you, great and final. 

For to my grief J do perceive, 
When I im dead, this ic you live 
Will ſoon melt ali thou batt away, 
3 not forget theſe words I pray. 
When thou haſt made thy friends thy hi 


Pawn d all thy lands asd fold thy cioaths, 


Break Ope the door, and there depend : 


To find ſomething thy griet t ed. 


Thus being ſpoke, the fon did tay, 

Your dying words I will obey, 

Soon after this his father dear 

Did die ane buried was, we hear. 

H. 
No- pray obierve the ſecond part, 
And you ſhall hear his fottiſh heart; 

He did in taverns fo frequent, 

Till he three hundred pounds had ſpent. 
This being done we underſtand 

He pawn'd the deeds of all his land, 

Untoa tavern- keeper, who 

When poor did h'm no favour ſhew. 
For to fulfil his father's will, 

He did command this cottage ill ; 

At kngth great ſorrow was his ſhare, 

Quite money leſs with garments bare. 
Being not able for io work, 

He in the tavern there did fork, 

From box t., box among rich men, 


Who often- times revil'd him then. 


To fre him ſneak fo up-and-down, 


The vintucr on him he did frown, 


And one night kick'd him out of door, 

Charging him to come there no more, 
He in a ſtall did lie all night, 

In this moſt fad and wetched plight, 

Then thought it was high time for be 

* father's 2 to ſee, 
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N Next morning then oppreſt with woe, 
This young man got an iron - crow, 
And as in tears he did la ment, 

'VUnto this little cottage went. 
1 When he this door had open got, 
This poor diſtreſſed drunken ſot, 
VW bo did for ſtore of money hope, 
He faw a gibbet and a rope 
Under this rope was plac'd a ſloot, 
* aich made him look much like a fool, 
| Crying, Alas! what ſhall I do, 
Veſtruction now appears in view. 
As my father foreſaw this thing, 

| What fottiſhneſs to me would | brings 

|As money leſs and free of grace, 


His legacy I will embrace. 
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80 then oppreſt with diſcontent, 
| Upon the ſtool he ſighing went, 
And then his precious life to check, 

id place this rope about his neck. | 
Crying, thou God, who fitt't on high, 
Who on my ſorrows haſt an eye; 
But thou k nowꝰ'ſt I have not done well, 
Preſerve my precious ſoul ſrom Hell. 
| *Tis true the flighting of thy grace 
' Brought me to this moſt wretched cafe. 
And as thro' folly I'm undone, 
I'll now eclipſe my morning-ſun, 

When he with ſighs theſe words had ſpoke, 

| Jumpt off, and down the gibbet broke; 
In falling as it plain appears, 
D ropp'd down about this young man's ears, 

In ſhining gold, a thouſand pound, 
Which made the blood his ears ſurround. 
Tho' in amaze, he cry'd, I'm ſure, 

This golden ſalve will heal the ſore. 
; Bleft be my father, then he cry'd, 
Who did this portion for me hide, 
And while I do alive remain, 
y never will be drunk again. 


PART I1h.-- 
No by third part you will hear 
This young man as it does appear, 
[With care he then ſecur d his chink, 
* to this vintner went — 
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When the proud vintner djd him ſes, 
He frown'd on him immediately, © © 
And ſaid, Begone, or elſe with ſpeed 
Fl kick thee out of doors indeed. 

With ſmiles the young man he did ay, 
Thou cruel knave, tell me I pray, 

As | have here conſum'd my ſtore, 
What makes thee kick me out of door. 
To me thou haſt buen too ſevere, 
The deeds of eight. ſcore pounds a year, 
I pawn'd them for three hundreg pound, 


Which! ſpent here, what makes thee frown * 


The vintner ſaid unto him, Sirrah, 


Bring me one hundred pounds t morrow, 


By nine o'clock, take them again, 


do get you out of doors "till then. 


He anſwer's, If this chink I bring 
I fear thou wilt do no ſuch thing. 
He ſaid, I'll give under mine hand, 
A note, that I to this will ſtand, 
Having the note, away he goes, 
And {traitway went to one of thoſe 
Who made him drink when money le b, 
And did the truth to him conteſs, 
They both went to this heap of gold, 
Wherre in a bag he fairly told, 
A thou ſaeid pounds in yeilow boys, 
And to this tavern went their ways, 
This bag they on the table Et, 
W hich made the-vintner for to fret, 
And faid, Young man, this will not do, 
For I was but in n jeſt with you. 


Su then beſpoke this young man's friend, 
And vintaer thou may'f depend, 


In law this note it will you cat, 

And he muſt have his land at laſt, 
This made the vintner to comply, 
Who fetch'd the deeds immedaately, 
He had one hundred pounds, and theo 


Type young men got his deeds again. 


At length the vintner for to think, 
How he was fool'd out of his chink. 
Said, When 'tis found how I came off, 
My neighbours will me game and.ſcoff. 

So to prevent their game and laughter, 
The vintner in a few days after, 

Being void of grace, as will appear, 
He cut his throat from ear to eur. 

Thus he untimely left the world, 
Who to this young man prov'd a churl; 
Now he who follow'd drunkenneſs, 
Lives ſober and his lands poſſek. 

Inſtead of waſting of his ſtore, 

As formerly, reſeives no more 
To act the ſame, but does inded 
Poor fatherleſs and mother faced. 

And let all young men for my fake, 
Take care how you ſuch havock make, 
For drunkenneſs you plain may ſee, 
Was near my ruin for to be, 
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